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beauty and picturesqueness of the fortress city was not the
object of his thoughts. His eyes were noting the innumerable
cannon bristling upon the rocks and the snouts of those
iron monsters ranged along the strand below, threatening
destruction to any English ship that might venture up the
channel.

Few Generals could have faced this fortress, so guarded by
Nature as well as by warlike defences, with any hope of
success. But James Wolfe was a man, not only of great
daring, but of firm belief in the indomitable courage of his
troops, and he felt with supreme confidence that if any human
power could effect the capture of this stronghold the great
exploit would be achieved by his officers and men.

It was not long before the crash of cannon signalled the
opening of this heroic chapter of war, and it came in an un-
expected and terrible form. Two nights after the English
forces had taken up their position unchallenged upon the Isle
of Orleans, the sentries pacing up and down the shore and the
blue-jackets on the battleships at anchor in the broad bend of
the river became aware, as they strained their eyes through the
darkness, of black masses, darker even than the shadows of
the night, looming silently across the water. Instantly the
alarm was given. Bugles rang out through the English camp,
and the bo'suns' whistles called all hands on deck of the
English men-of-war.

To Wolfe, who was studying his charts with his general
officers, the news was brought that the French fleet was coming
down the river. Then suddenly the night was illumined with
a tremendous flare of ruddy light, which leapt up from the
moving masses on the stream, running with tongues of flame
up the rigging, and belching forth fire from the hulks of great
vessels which could now be clearly seen floating swiftly down
the tide. At the same time as this lurid glare revealed them a
terrific explosion resounded across the water, followed by
repeated volleys, as if the guns of a great fleet were being fired
in tremendous cannonade. Nearer and nearer came the leap- .